XV
VISIONS

I USED as a child to pore over the Apo-
calypse, which I thought by far the most
beautiful and absorbing of all the books of
the Bible; it seemed full of rich and dim
pictures, things which I could not interpret
and did not wish to interpret, the shining
of clear gem-like walls, lonely riders,
amazing monsters, sealed books, all of which
took perfectly definite shape in the childish
imagination. The consequence is that I can
no more criticise it than I could criticise old
tapestries or pictures familiar from infancy,
They are there, just so, and any difference
of form is inconceivable.

In one point, however, the strange visions

have come to hold for   me   an   increased

grandeur;   I  used to think of much  of it

as a sort of dramatic performance, self-con-
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